
The moft lamentable TrageSs 

Harke ye, your Romeo will be here at night, 
lie to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

/». O find him,giuc this ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him come, to take his laft farewell. 

• J 

Enter Frier And Romeo. 

Fri. Romeo come forth, come forth thou fearcfull mar 
Affliction is cnamourd of thy parts: 

And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Ro. Father what ncwes?what is the Princes doomed 
What forrow craues acquaintance at my hand. 

That I yet know noW 
Fri. Too familiar 

Is my de are fonne with fuch fowre companie? 

I bring thee tidings of the Princes doome. 
ifoWhac lefle then doomesday is the Princes doome l 
Fri. A gentler iudgement vanifht from his lips. 

Not bodies death, but bodies banifhment. 

Rom. Ha, banifhment? be mcrcifull, fay death; 

For exile hath more terror in his looke. 

Much more then death, do not fay banifhment; 

Fri. Here from Verona art thou banifhed: 

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Ro. There is no world w ithout Veron * walls. 

But purgatorie, torture, hell itfclfe: 

Hence banifhed, is blanifht from the world. 

And worlds exile is Ucath.Then banifhed. 

Is death, miflcrmd, calling death banifhed. 

Thou curft my head off with a golden axe. 

And fmileft vpon the ftroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly fin, 6 rude vnthankfulncs, 

Thy fault our law calls d cat h.but the kind Prince 
T aking thy part, hath rufht afide the law. 

And turnd chat blacke word death to baniflimcnt. 


effymeo and Juliet 

This is deare mercie,and thou feeft it not. 

Ro. Tis torture and not mercie,heauen is here 
Where Juliet liues,and eucry cat and dog, 

And litle moufe,euery vnworthy thing 
Liue here in heauen,and may looke on her. 

But Romeo miy not.More validitic. 

More honourable Rate, more courtfhip liucs 
In carrion fliej,then 'Romeo: they may fcaze 
On the white wonder of dcute Juliets hand. 

And fleale immortall blefling from her lips. 

Who euenin pure and veflall modeflic 
Still blufb,as thinking their owne kifles fin. 

This may fly es do, when I from this muft fiie. 

And fay eft thou yet, that exile is not death* 

But Romeo may not,hcis banifhed. 

Flies may do this, but I from this muft flic; 

They arefreemcn,but I am banifhed^ 

Hadft thou no poyfon mixr, no ftiarpe ground knifes 
No fudden mcane of death, though nere Co mcanc. 

But banifhed to kill me:Banifhed? 

0 Frier,thc damned vfethat word in hell: 

Howling attends it, how haft thou the heart 
Being a Diuine,a ghoftly ConfefTor, 

A fin obfolucr,and my friend profeft, 

To mangle me with that word banifhed? 

Fri. T hen fond mad man, hearc me a little fpeafeeJ 
Ro. O thou wilt fpeakc againe of banifhment. 

Fri. lie giue thee armour to keepe off that word* 

Aduerfirics fweete milke, Philofophie, 

1 o comfort thee though thou art banifhed. 

_ J « banifhed?hang vp philofophie, 

V nleflc Philofophie can make a Juliet, 

Difplant a townc,reuerfe a Princes doome. 

It hclpes not, it preuailcs not.talke no more. 

s ru r, * fee»that mad man haue no cares. 

& — ~ they when that wife men haue noeyes. 
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